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The vertuc of your eie mutt breake my oth. 

nickname vercue: vice you (hould haue fpokc: 
For vercues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the vnfallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world of torments though I fliould endure, 

I would not yccld to be your houfes gueft: 

So much I hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heauenly oaths, vow’d with integritic. 

Kin, O you haue liu’d in deiolation heere, 

Vnfcene, vnuiiiced,much to our fhame. 

£1*. Notiomy Lord, it is not fol fweare, 

We haue had paftirncs heere,and plealant game, 

A mefle of Ruffians left vs but of late. 

Kin, How Madam? Rufsians ? 

Qfi. 1 in truth,my Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of ftatc/ 

Reft* Madam fpeakc true. It is not fo my Lord: 

My Ladic (to the manner of the daics ) 

Ip curtefie gines vndeferunig praife. 
iVe foure indeed confronted were with foure 
In Rufsia habit: Heerc they flayed an hourc, 

And talk’d apace ; and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blcffc vs wkh one happy word. 

I dare not call them foolcs; but this I thinke, 

When they arc thirftie, fooles Would fame haue drinkc. 

Ber. This ieft is drie to me. Gentlefwcete. 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greete 
With cics beft feeing, heauens fieric cie i 
By light we loofe light; your capacitie 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ftoore. 

Wife things iccme foolifli, and rich things but poore. 
Rof, This proucs you wife and rich: for in my cic 
Ber* I am a foole,and full of pouertie. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong. 

It were a fault to fhatch words from my tongue. 

Her, O, I am yours.and all that I pofltlfe. 

Rof All the foolc mine. 

Bsr. I cannot giuc you lcffe. 

Ref Which of the Vizards what it that you wore ? 
Ber, Where? when? What Vizard ? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof, There, then, that vizard, that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfc, andfhcvv’d the better face. 

Kin, We are diftried, 

Thcy’l mockc vs now downeright. 

Dh . Lecvsconfefle.andturncit toaiefl. 

Quf. Amaz’d tny Lord ? Why lookes your Highnes 
fadde? 

Roft . Helpc hold his browcs^icc’l found:why looke 
you pale ? 

Sea-ficke I thinke comming from Mufcouie. 

Her. Thus pourc the flars down plagues for periury 
Can any face of brafic hold longer out ? 

Heerc (land I. Ladic dart thy skill acme, 

Bruife me with fcorne^confound me with a flout, 

Thrurt thy fharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to pecces with thy keenc conceit: 

And I will wifh thee neuer more to dance, 

Nor neuer more inRufsian habit waite. 

O! neuer will I truft to fpeechcspcn’d, 

Nor tothe motion ofaSchooIc-boies tongue. 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers fongue^. 

Taffata phrafes,J51ken tearmesprecife, 

Thrce-pil’d Hyperboles, fprucc affc&ion; 


Lo ues Labour's loft 




Figwcsp^Ckall, thefe funmier flieT-— 

Idn m u ful1 of ma §8 ot oftentation. 

I doforfwcare them, and 1 heere proteft 

Henri f Wh k“ C Gl0UC (h ° W White tbc ha " d God V, 

Henceforth my womg mindc fhall be expreft * * 

In ruffet yea*, and honeft kerfie noes. 

And to begin Wench, fo God hclpe me law 
Myl°ue to thee is founder cracke or flaw! 

Sans, fans, I pray you, 

Scr. Yet I haue a tricke 
Of the old rage: bcare with me, I am ficke. 

•lelcaue it by degrees : foft, let vs fee. 

Write Lord haue mercie on vs, on thofe three 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies: * 

They haue the plague, and caught it ofyour eye* • 

Ihcfc Lords are vifned, you are not free: 

For the Lords tokens on you do I fee, 

X^.No.chcy ate free that gaue thefe tokens to v« 
Ber. Our ftates are forfeit, feekenot to vndo vs ’ 
R°f It is not fo; for how can this be true 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue.' 

Ber. Peace, for I will not haue to do with von 
Rof. Nor fhall not, if I do as I intend. ^ * 
Ber. Speake foryourfelues,my wit is at an end 
Ktng. Teach vs fweete Madame, for our rude’ra, 
grelsion , fome faire excufc. ’ ra 

£u. The faireft is confefsion. 

Were you not heere but euen now, difguis’d f 
Kin. Madam,I was. 

Jf*. And were you well aduis’d ? 

Kin. I was faire Madam. 

Qu. When you then were heere, 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare ? 

King. That more then all the world 1 did rcfpecU, 

Qu. When Ihce (hall challenge this, you willreie 

her. 

King, Vpon mine Honor no. 

Qu. Peace,peace, forheare: 
your oath once broke, you force not to forfweare. 
King. Defpife me when I breake this oath of mine. 
Qu^ I will, and therefore kcepe it. Refaline, 
What did the Rufsian whifper in your eare ? 

Ref Madam,he fwore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eye-light, and did value me 
Abouethis World: adding thereto moreouer, 

That he would Wed roc, or clfe die my Louer. 

Qu. God ghie thee ioy of him: the Noble Lord 
Mod honorably doth vphold his word. 

King. What meane you Madame f 
By my life, my troth, 

I neutr fwore this Ladie fuch an oth. 

Rof By heauen you did; and to confirme it plaint, 
you gaue m. this : But take it fir agame. 

King. My faith and this, the Princcffe I did giue, 

I knew her by this Iewcll on herfleeue. 

£ht. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did fheweare, 

And Lord Berowne (I thanke him) is my deare. 

What? Will you haue me, or your Pearle againe ? 

Tier. Neither of either, 1 remit both ewaine. 

I fee the tricke on’t: Heere was a confent. 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment. 

To dalJi it like a Chnftmas Comedic. 

Some carry-tale,fome pleafe-man, fome flight Zanie, 
Some mumblc-newes, fome trencher-knight,fom Dicl 
That fmiles his cheekein yearcs, and knowes the trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when Arc’s difpos’d ; 

Told 



Loues,Labours lojl. 



_r^'T^tsbef° rc: which once ^ clo$ d> 

T°ld ° ur , -jjjnpe Fauour**, and then we 

The ^ ies < c fipnes, wtoo’d but the figneofflie. 
poUoWng periuric, to addc more terror, 

N oVV t0 jL fotfwome in will and error. 

this tis: and might not you 
r UC ftX e urfpeTt,to make vs thusvntruc ? 
F ° te ^7vonknow my Ladies foot by ch fquier t 
D 0 ® VDO n the apple of her eic ? 

A n< j ' aug , berweene her backe fir,and the fire, 

Hofdin ? 1 trencher, iefting merrihe ? 

ntirPa^c out: 20 , you arc alowd. 

”C„ you will,» foockc (hall be your ftrawd. 

mrklike ^ Leadcxi fword. 

By Full merrily hath thisbraue manager, this car- 
[_oe,hc is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 
Enter Clevonc. 


Welcome pure wit,tiiou part’ft a faire fray. 

Clo, 0 Lord fir, they would kno. 

Whether the three worthies (hall come in,or no. 

Tier. What,are there but three? 

CfoNo fir,but it is vara fine. 

For cueric one purfents three. 

'Ber. And three times thrice is nine. . 

C/o.Not fo fir,-vnder corrcftion fir, I hope it is not fo. 
You cannot beg vs fir,I can allure you fir,we know what 
we know: I hope fir three times thrice fir. 

Her. Is not nine. 

Clo, Vnder corre&ion fir, wee know whcre-vntul it 
doth amount. 

Ber. By Ioue, I al wales tooke three threes tor nine. 

Clow. O Lord fir, ic were pirtieyou (hould get your 
liuingby reckning fir. 

"Ber. How much is it ? 

Clo. O Lord tir, the parties themfelues,the adlors fir 
will (hew where-vntill it doth amount: tor mine owne 
part, lam (as they fay, but to pefteft one man in one 
poore man) Tompion the great fir. 

Ber. Art thou one of the W ortbies ? 

Clo. Itpleafed them to thinke me worthie otPo-mvey 
the great: for mine owne part, I know not the degree oi 
the Worthie, but I am to (land for him. 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. €*tu 

Qo. We will turne it finely off fir, we wil takefomc 
care. 

King. Berowne , they will fhame vs: 

Let them not approach. 

“Ber/ We are fhame-proofe my Lord: and ’tis fome 
pcrtlreie, to haue one fheW worfechen the Kings and his 
companie. 

Kin. I fay they fhall npt come. ' 

Qu^ Nay my good Lord, let me ore-rule you now; 
That fport bed pleafes, that doth lead know ho^>. 
WhereZeale ftriues to concent, and the contents 
Dieslh the Zeak o*fthat which it prefents: 

Theirforme coofounded,makes naoftforrue in mirth, 
When great things labouring periflvintbeir birth. 

Ber. A right defeription of our fport my Lord, 

.r: ; d> voir:, r. r.h r.:. .i\4 
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Annointed, | implore foatuch expenceofrhy 


royall fweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words, 

Qet. Doth this man ferue God ? 

2 ter. Why aske you ? 

ffe. He fpeak's not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag. That’s all one my faire fweet honie Monarch: 
For I proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding faiuafticall: 
Tootoovaine, too toovaine. But we wil put it(asthey 
fay) to Fertuna de/aguar, I wifh you the peace of minde 
mod royall cupplemcnt. 

King, Here is like to be a good prefence ofWorthies; 
He prefencs Hethr of Troy, theSwaine Pompeyj great, 
the Parifh Curat o Alexander, Armadoes Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Itsdas Machabeus : And if thefe foure Wor¬ 
thies in their firft fhew thriue, thefe foure will change 
habites,and prefent the other Hue. 

* Ber. There is fiuc in the firft flicw. 

Kin. You arcdeceiucd,tisnoc fo. 

Ber. ThcPedant-jthc Braggarc,the Hedge-Prieft,the 
Foole,and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 
Cannot pricke out Hue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The (hip is vnder faile.and here (he corns amain. 

Enter Pompcj. 

Clo. I Pompey am. 

Ber. Youlic,youarenotlie. 

Clo. 1 Pompey am. 

Boy. Wicli Libbards head on knee. 

Ber. Well faid old mocker, 

I muft needs be friends with thee. 

Clo. I Pompey ant , Pompey furnam d the big, 

B)u. The great. 

Clo. It is great fir: Pompey furnam'd the great ; 

That oft in field, with Targe and Shield, 
did make my foe tofiveat: 

Andtrauatltng along thss coafi, I heere ant come bp chance, 
Andlay my Armes befere the legs of this fweet Litjjeof 
France. 

If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey ,1 had done. 
La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clo. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was per¬ 
fect. 1 made a little fault in great. 

Ber. My hattoahalfe-penie, Pompey prooues the 
beft Worthie. 

Enter Curate for Alexander. 

Curat, when in the world l lin'd, l woe the wtrldes Com¬ 
mander : 

By Safi , Wefi , North,& South, lff>red my'concohering might 
My Scutcheon p/aiue declares that l am Alifander. 

Botet. Your nolle laics no, you arc not: 

For it (lands too right. 

Ber, Your nolle finds no, in thismoft tenderfmel- 
ling Knight. '. 

Qu. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceedc good Alexander. 

Cur. When in the world / lined, I was the worldet Com¬ 
mander. 

Boiet. Moft true,’tis right: you were fo Alifander. 
Ber. Pompey the great* 

Clo, your ieruant and C»fietrd, 

2?«*;Take away fbeGonqueror, take away Mi fonder 
Clo. O fir.you haue ouerthrowne Alifander the con¬ 
queror: you will be fcrap’ti out of the painted cloth for 

_ _ this. 
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